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Wednesday, February 13, 2008 



Canticle of the sick and convalescing. 

The beautiful photograph that I have used here by 
Alan McKinney of his Beehives at Killaloo Glebe during 
winter, which has been on my desktop since he sent me 
the link to it, inspired at least some of the creation of this 
poem. Being home while sick on a snowy day and 
reading "Bog Myrtle and Peat" by S.R.Crockett in bed 
added to it as well. One of my favorite early morning 
hymns did the rest while roaming around my stuffed up 
head. Of it's meaning I am not yet sure. Perhaps when 
my head clears, the snow and ice melt and the birds of 
spring eventually arrive, the meaning will avail itself. 
Until then I'm taking the phone off the hook. I need some 
rest. Having written this out of my head, and taken some 
cold medicine, I should be able to get some sleep. 



When from the heart we sing: 

Sometimes 

when the waking bird does sing 

immortal hymns fiercely tender 

yearning yet unsatisfying 

sweet in the mouth 

but bitter in the belly 

the dramas of life 

express themselves 

in endless words 

Sometimes 

I hear the hot thrill 

of hopes mysterious 

wild thoughts 

that quicken within me 

like rosy fingers of Dawn 

melting into broad day 

Sometimes 

even as I rise 

and move to the window 

I grasp a hint of plot 

know the thread of my story 

every word of it in open air 

outside for all to see. 



Somewhere 

I wake before the bird 

in the gloaming 

wait expectantly 

with careless wonder 

gladly then, might I remember 

immortal hymns of deathless fame 

that make the waking bird sing 

in the silent, stirless, windless night 

Somewhere 

the vision softly fades 

as I return to slumber 

listening to the scraping drone 

of a snowplow 

sick abed I dream of a bird 

waking to sing with words 

Somewhere 

as the waking bird does sing 

I hear soft murmurs 

of daily conversation 

when the cock crows 

in the imagination of my heart 

and the universe falls silent. 



Someplace 

my blood is young 

and red again 

running through 

misty fields 

of romance languages 

unspoken and unlearned 

yet sung in light of day 

by bird from forest edge 

Someplace 

I would know the hot thrill 

of hopes mysterious 

and feel rosy fingers 

of rapturous Dawn 

its dulcet refrain 

of sunlight behind them 

Someplace 

I will know a joke 

the little boy never understood 

but I will only be sleeping 

to dreams of a waking bird singing 

immortal hymns fiercely tender 

yet pure and entertaining. 



Sometime 

perhaps the waking bird will sing 

my yearning satisfied 

the taste in my mouth 

easy on the ear 

my belly satiated 

by sanguine farewell glimpse of eternity 

as I slumber in a windowseat of dreams 

Sometime 

when all is quiet 

I hear my father's voice 

and squeal with delight 

as he throws me up ashoulder 

holding on tightly we climb uphill 

out of the cool dark wood 

Sometime 

I will carry my grandchild 
as my father before 
and pass on after a kind 
good things gathered 
from shores of memory 
far across the sea of life. 



Someday 

like beehives covered in snow 

I will sit motionless and pray 

consciously waiting for spring 

to the sound of a waking bird 

singing of Ireland long ago 

I shall see the land clearly 

so well it comes alive 

in the minds eye of my future 

Someday 

endless words must be abandoned 

when they fall like rain over snow 

turning to ice encrusted, gleaming 

while the bird flies back 

to sing of waking 

in the present 

Someday 

my prayers answered 

I will raise my voice to God 

"when morning gilds the sky" 

then I like waking bird will sing 

the canticle divine 

when night becomes today 



My understanding of a Canticle being a chant of biblical 
or religious origin; that is how I came to label this poem 
as such. The Grouping of 5 sections in 9-7-7 format is 
strictly of my own design. At one point each verse began 
with the word "Sometimes". I changed this to depict 
progression in form. 

The original was much longer and melodic in 
nature. The act of editing, cropping and tightening up 
unfortunately removed some of that flavor. This happens 
sometimes. A sequel may even be a possibility when I 
actually go to Killaloo. 
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The Beehives in the fall of 2008. 



Postscript and digital extras: 




I was fortunate to travel to Killaloo in October of 2008 in honor 
of my 50th birthday in March of that year. The sequel to this 

Boem became a book unto itself entitled: "Neo-Lethean 
'reams. " and was published by Benevolent Bird Press in 2009. 

My traveling companions and I 

met Alan McKinney and his 

lovely wife Anna for Luncheon in 

their home "The Killaloo Glebe 

House."[*] We ate hearty and 

then he took us for the walk of a 

lifetime! We then visited the 

Graveyard and Lower Cumber 

Church across the street from 

his home, where my ancestors 

were Baptized, served as 

Church Wardens and worked 

as Coopers for the Church. We 

wandered the field that was 

worked by my Gilmour and 

Glenn ancestors. Eventually 

we located the pile of stone that 

was once their house 150 years previously. 

Later we made an educated guess at where the location of the 
"Scribetree"[t] (A Pub or Shebeen?) was that my 2nd Great- 
grandfather described to his wife (Warning her about his Uncle 




James and his fondness for "the whisky.") in a letter he sent to 
her while she was visiting her sisters [in Coleraine] and 
convalescing. (We assume after the death of an infant child.) 




My Second Great-Grandfather Robert Gilmour and his wife my 
Second Great-Grandmother Mary Pollock Gilmour. 




The Gilmour/Glenn property looking northeast towards Lettermire 
Hill in the distance. 




Getting closer. 




That which remains. 
(Looking southeast towards the Glebe House.) 



...and we walked along the Faughan River! (Pronounced very 
similar to: "F**kin ' ") 




(A digital painting I did on my return 
home from a photograph I took on sight.) 
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In October 2008 I presented Alan McKinney with a copy of the 
original of this book and it's eventual sequel in 2009 with my 
deep appreciation for his kind hospitality and friendship. 
(AND Anna's incredible cooking!) 



Notes 



: ] A Glebe or Glebe House was in the Roman Catholic and 
Anglican church traditions. The glebe was an area of land 
belonging to a parish, the revenues from which were intended 
to help support the parish. 

A Glebe-house is a rectory built for the parish priest, vicar, 
pastor, or rector, usually at church expense. 

Also : archaic : Land specific : a plot of land. Also : land 
belonging or yielding revenue to a parish church or 
ecclesiastical benefice. 

My guess is that "yielding revenue to" is what my ancestors 
were up to. They were Coopers by Trade and more than likely 
would have been employed in the making of barrels, to store or 
ship the "yielded" product of Flax or Grain. 



[i]"you might call + see my Uncle Jam[e]s Glenn of the 
scribetree, it is of but little emportance but when you are there 
it will pafs the time." Robert Gilmour to his wife Mary 
Pollock Gilmour June 4th 1865. 

A Scribtree was the traditional Irish way of marking off land 
boundaries. (By literally scribing a tree) We determined based 
on Ordinance Survey Maps that just up the road from the 
church where the Townlands of Killaloo and Brackfield meet 
my ancestor James Glenn had a dwelling that would have fit 
this description. 

The Townlands of Killaloo and Brackfield are located 
appropriately 6 km East of Derry City, along the A-6 from 
Derry to Belfast, Barony of Tirkeeran, Parish of Lower Cumber, 

N.I. 
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For Alan (tke Bird) Casline: 

A kird wko sings somewkere 

along tke Normanskill, 

writes iinPeriouskj 

and walks tke creek keds 

of our minds.... 
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Automatic Copyright: 

Under the present copyright law, copyright exists in original 
works of authorship created and fixed in any tangible medium 
of expression, now known or later developed, from which they 
can be perceived, reproduced, or otherwise communicated, 
either directly, or indirectly with the aid of a machine or device. 
In other words, copyright is an incident of creative authorship 
not dependent on statutory formalities. 

Copyright Notice: 

The 1909 Copyright Act and the 1976 Copyright Act as 
originally enacted required a notice of copyright on published 
works. For most works, a copyright notice consisted of the 
symbol ©, the word "Copyright" or the abbreviation "Copr.," 
together with the name of the owner of copyright and the year 
of first publication. 

In other words: this Digital Book Version of "When from the 
heart we sing."© and the Poetry /Artwork that I have created 
contained in it are the sole intellectual property of Mark W. P. T. 
O'Brien alias: "obeeduid-". Jan. 2008 to the present. 

In anything and everything else I have endeavored to to give 
credit where credit is due. If I did not do so I most humbly 
apologize. If I have not done so it is simply because of my 
omission and the inability on my behalf to otherwise determine 
that credit by circumstances beyond my control. 

With that having been said: Just sight me and give me credit 
and /or at least attempt to communicate with me, thats all I 
ask. 



